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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Would treafon haue pronounced, 

For ifthe gods themfelues had fcene her thei 
When fhc faw Pirrm with malitious ftrokes. 

Mincing her husbandes limbs, 

It would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen, 
And pafllon in the gods. 

Cor. Looke my lord if he hath not changde his colour, 
And hath tcaves in his eyes: no more good heart, no more. 

Ham. T is well, t’is very well, I pray my lord, 

Will you fee the Players well bellowed, 

I tell you they are the Chronicles 
And briefe abfti a£ts of the time. 

After your death I can tell you, 

You were better haue a bad Epitecth, , 

Then their ill report while you liue. 

for. My lord, I will vie them according to their defertt 
Ham. O farre better man,vfe euery man after his defeits, 
Then who fhould fcape whipping? 

Y fe them after your o wne honor and dignitie, . 

The leflc they deferue, the greater credit s yours. 
for. Welcome my good fellowes. exit. 

Ham. Come hither maifters, canyoknot play the jnur* 
derof Gonfago? 
flay erf Yes my Lord. 

Ham. And could’ft not thou for a neede ftudy me 
Some dozen or fixteenc lines, 

Whichlwould fetdowneandinlcrt? 
flayers Yes very eafily my good Lord. 

Ham. Tis well, I thankc you: follow thatlord: 

And doe you hearelirs? take heedeyoumockchimnot. 
Gentlemen, for your kindnes I thankeyou. 

And for a time I would defire you lcaue me. 

Gil. Our louc and duetieis at your commaund. 

Exeunt all but Hamlet. \ 

Ham. Why what a dunghill idiote Haue am IJ 
Why thefe Players here draw water from eyes: ^ 
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Prince of Denmark 

For Hecuba, why what is Hecuba to him.or he to Hecuba? 
What would he do and if he had my lode; 

His father murdred, and a Crowne bereft him. 

He would turne all his teares to droppes of blood. 

Amaze the (landers by with his laments, 

Strike more then wonder in the iudiciall eares. 

Confound the ignorant, and make mute the wife, 
Indeedchispaffion would begcnerall. 

Yet I like to an aflfe and Iohn a Dreames, 

Hauing my father murdred by a villaine, 

Stand Hill, and let it paffc, why lure I am a coward: 
Whopluckes me by thebeard, or twites my nofc, 

Giues me the liei’th throate downe to the lungs. 

Sure I fhould take it, or elfe I haue no gall, 

Or by this I fhould a fatted all the region kites 
With thisflaucsoflfcll, this damned villaine. 

Treacherous, bawdy, murderous villaine: 

Why this is braue, that I the fonne of my deare father, 
Should like a fealion, like a very drabbe 
Thus raile in wordes. About my braine, 

I haue heard that guilty creatures fitting at a play. 

Hath, by the very cunning of the fcene, conf eft a murder 
Committed long before. 

This fpirit that I haue feene may be tjhe Diuell, 

And out of my weakeneffe and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with fuch men, 

Doth feeke to damne me, I will haue founder proofes, 

The play s the thing, 

Wherein I’le catch the confidence of the King. exit. 
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Enter the King , Queens, and Lordes. 

King Lordes, can you bv no meanesfindc 
The caufe of our fonne Hamlets lunacie? 

You being fonccrc 
Me thinkes fhould 


in loue, eucn from his youth, 
gainc more than a ftranger fhould. 

F Gil 



